44* TZ’f Tragedy of Othello 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this. 

To leaue me but a little to my felfe* 

Def. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Defiemona, I’lecome to thee ftraight. 
Def EmiUia, come,be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be I am obed ienr. Exeunt Def. uni Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretc^i.perdition catch my foule, 

. But I doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lug. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Iago ? 

Jag. Did Michael fit/sie when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone? 

Oth . He did from firft to lad Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for afatisfa&ion of my thought. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Tago ? 

lag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 

Oth. O yes.and went between vs very oft. 

la a. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern’ft thou ought in that ? 
Ishenothoneft? 

lag. Honeft; my Lord ? Oth. Hon eft ? I honeft, 

fag. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 

Jag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? why doft thou ecchoe me. 

As if there werefome rnonfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be Pnowne : Thou doft meane fomething : 

I heard thee fay but now,thou lik’ft not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thpe,he was of my counfeil, _ 

In my whole courfc of wooing.thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contrad, and purfethy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft (but vp in thy braine, 

Some horrible conceit : If thou doeft loue me, 

Shew me thy thought. 

fag. My Lord you know I loue you. 


Oth. 
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the (^[/foore of Venice. 

Oth . I thinke thou doeft. 

And for I know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weighed thy words,before thou giu’ft 'em breath 
Therefore thefc ft ops of thine fright me the more 5 
For fuch things in a falfe difloy all knaue, 

•Are t ickes of cuftome ; but in a man chat's iuft. 

They are c!ofe dilations, working from the heart. 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For rJM ichael Caftia, 

I dare be fvvorne,I thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke f© to. 

lag. Men fbould be what they feeme. 

Or tliofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Ccrtaine,tnen (bould be what they feeme. 
lag. W hy then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 
Oth. Nay,yet ther s more in this, 

1 ptethee fpeake to me.as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy woift of thoughts 
The word of words; 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me 5 
Though I am bound to cuery a& of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vttcrmy thoughts : Why.fay they are vile and falfe: 
As where’s that pallace.whereir.to foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a bread fo pure, 

But Pome vnelean!/ apprelnnfions, 

Keepe leetes and law- d:iyes,and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou doft confpire againft thy friend I ago. 

If thou but thinkeft him wfongd,and makeft his eare 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag. I doe befeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gheife, 

(As I confedc it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealoufie 

Shapes faults that are nor : ) that your wifedome yet. 

From one that fo imperfectly conceits, 

Would take no notice,nor build your felfe a trouble, 





